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ALL WORK AND NO PLAY 


Joshua was almost packed. Two suitcases, a backpack, and 
Ciro’s shaving kit lay on the bed in the guest room. Funny 
how moving in together hadn't felt nearly as real as packing 
to go on vacation together. It was just a little lakeside resort 
a few hours away—Ciro couldn’t afford to be away from 
work for too long—but it was the real thing. 


A soft sound caught his attention. Ciro stood in the doorway; 
the first thing Joshua noticed was that the man had on his 
damn suit. 


“Joshua...” Ciro wasn’t looking at him, he was looking at the 
luggage. “As soon as I’m out of the meeting, Joshua. Really.” 
No. Oh, no. Just no. 


“We're going away for four goddamn days, Ciro.” Joshua was 
pissed off right out of the gate. “A long weekend and one 
damn Friday. Can’t you make it Tuesday?” This wasn’t the 
first time The Meeting had screwed up their plans. 


“| didn’t pick today.” Ciro held out his hands, placating, but 
that wasn’t going to work anymore. “If it was up to me, this 
would’ve been done weeks ago. You know that.” 


“Of all the fucking times they decide not to cancel on you...” 
Joshua slammed his suitcase shut. “We’ve been planning 
this thing for months. Longer than you've been trying to get 
that contract. Before you knew that damn company 
existed.” Joshua turned to close up the backpack so Ciro 
couldn't see his face. 


“| know.” Ciro sighed. “But they finally settled on a date. Мо 
more rescheduling. | can’t back out now.” It was so hard to 
wring any time out of Ciro’s schedule. Joshua had fallen for 
the suits and the briefcase and all that, but he’d convinced 
himself Ciro would eventually put him first. He’d been 
wrong, and it hurt... 
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Joshua was almost packed. Two suitcases, a backpack, and 
Ciro’s shaving kit lay on the bed in the guest room. Funny 
how moving in together hadn’t felt nearly as realas packing 
to go on vacation together. It was just a little lakeside resort 
a few hours away—Ciro couldn’t afford to be away from 
work for too long— 


but it was the real thing. 


A soft sound caught his attention. Ciro stood in the doorway; 
the first thing Joshua noticed was that the man had on his 
damn suit. 


“Joshua...” Ciro wasn’t looking at him, he was looking at the 
luggage. “As soon as I’m out of the meeting, Joshua. Really.” 
No. Oh, no. Just no. 


“We're going away for four goddamn days, Ciro.” Joshua was 
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pissed off right out of the gate. “A long weekend and one 
damn Friday. Can’t you make it Tuesday?” This wasn’t the 
first time The Meeting had screwed up their plans. 


“| didn’t pick today.” Ciro held out his hands, placating, but 
that wasn’t going to work anymore. “If it was up to me, this 
would’ve been done weeks ago. You know that.” 


“Of all the fucking times they decide not to cancel on you...” 
Joshua slammed his suitcase shut. “We’ve been planning 
this thing for months. Longer than you've been trying to get 
that contract. 


Before you knew that damn company existed.” Joshua 
turned to close up the backpack so Ciro couldn’t see his 
face. 


“I know.” Ciro sighed. “But they finally settled on a date. No 
more rescheduling. | can’t back out now.” It was so hard to 
wring any time out of Ciro’s schedule. Joshua had fallen for 
the suits and the briefcase and all that, but he’d convinced 
himself Ciro would eventually put him first. He’d been 
wrong, and it hurt and he was pissed off at himself for being 
hurt. 


“| can’t stay home just because you can’t get your priorities 
straight.” He turned around to face Ciro, hoping he’d at 
least see some remorse on Ciro’s face. “We made the 
reservations. 


Together. I’m going. If work means that much to you, l'Il see 
you after my vacation.” 


“I’m sorry, Joshua. Can’t we just...” Ciro held out one hand, 
palm up, his expression pleading. 


“I should get going.” Joshua shouldered his backpack and 
picked up his suitcase. “We can’t just anything, Ciro. I’m 
ready to go. On our vacation. Our time. | hope the meeting 
is worth it.” He headed for the door and Ciro got out of his 
way. 


x k OK 
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Files were stacked to eye-level on Ciro’s desk. So much for 
the myth of the paperless office. When it came to prepping 
for meetings, Ciro’s office may as well have been the Library 
of Congress for all the paper he had lying around. 


This was a huge meeting. He’d been working toward it for 
months. That was why he was here instead of on vacation 
with Joshua, like they’d planned. He would have done 
anything to avoid this situation, anything but cancel this 
meeting. He’d been relying on Joshua to understand how 
important this was. Then Joshua left without him. 


Until Joshua walked out on him this morning, Ciro had been 
convinced that nothing was more important than getting 
this contract. This client could pop the advertising agency 
into the spotlight. This meeting had been the focus of all his 
energy for weeks. 


Now all he could do was ask himself: was this meeting really 
SO important? Was it as important as his relationship with 
Joshua? 


As soon as that second question went through his mind, Ciro 
knew the answer, and what he had to do about it. He picked 
up the phone and hit the button that would connect him to 
his secretary. 


“Ime, | need you to reschedule this afternoon’s meeting.” 
He could just imagine Ime’s expression, given the silence 
that followed. 


“But, Ciro. Are you... You’ve been working toward this 
meeting for weeks.” 


“I’m not even supposed to be here today, Ime. They’ve 
delayed the meeting three times already, once more won’t 
make a difference if they’re serious about hiring us.” 


“When do you want the meeting set up for?” Ime’s voice 
conveyed the doubt Ciro wouldn’t let himself feel. “lII tell 
them 3 
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something that keeps them around. Don’t be surprised if 
they ask you about your appendectomy.” 


Ciro opened up his calendar program and looked at the long 
green bar that marked his vacation with Joshua. “I'll be back 
by Tuesday. And, Ime?” 


“Yas? n 
“Thanks.” 


жж OK 


Every turn-off Joshua didn’t take was another nail in the 
coffin of his relationship with Ciro. He could go back. He 
could apologize. He could fix this. 


No, he could make Ciro happy. That wasn’t fixing anything. 


What was broken was not Joshua driving to the tiny resort 
where they had reservations. What was broken was Ciro not 
sitting here in the passenger seat. Joshua took a firmer grip 
on the wheel and blew past another turn-off. 


Really, they’d have taken Ciro’s car. Joshua looked over at 
the battered dashboard and faded passenger seat of his 
third-hand SUV. Ciro’s car hadn’t made half a dozen trips to 
Florida and twice that many to Mexico crammed with guys 
and surfboards. 


“Why did | ever think this would work?” Joshua asked the 
hula dancer stuck to the dashboard. She just shimmied and 
smiled at him. 


A muffled electronic voice came from somewhere around 
Joshua’s feet. He’d dropped the damn GPS again. Trying to 
keep one eye on the road and one hand on the wheel, he 
leaned down and felt around under the seat until he found 
the chunk of plastic. 


“Turn right here,” it said briskly. “Turn right. Exit twelve 4 
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north.” 


Exit... Joshua squinted down at it, then looked up in time to 
see the sign. Exit 12 North. Then it was gone. 


“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Joshua hammered the GPS on the 
dash until it stopped giving him advice, then he threw it in 
the backseat. 


“Can one thing please go right today?” Molly’s Rest. A big 
red sign with a grinning beagle loomed at the side of the 
highway. Next Right. 


“Thank you.” Joshua put his turn signal on and, this time, 
made the exit. A paved ramp led to a cozy looking truck 
stop and gas station. A sign added that they also sold local 
pies and souvenirs. 


Pie for dinner sounded great. Wasn’t like anyone was going 
to tell him not to. 


Molly’s was cool inside and surprisingly busy for being in the 
middle of nowhere. A fat beagle lolled in a basket by a 
counter displaying souvenirs. Joshua couldn’t resist—not the 
pudgy beagle belly or the tacky souvenirs. 


The souvenirs were cute keychains and little moose statues. 


There were a few rainbow items, too, and it took Joshua a 
second to catch on. Not just rainbows. Pride. Like a stuffed 
bear with a jaunty leather-daddy cap and a T-shirt that said, 
“Dear Lake is Bear Country.” Tension Joshua hadn’t known 
he’d been holding went out of him then, and he laughed for 
the first time in days. 


By the time he got back in the car, he was smiling and 
covered in dog fur. He put the bags with his pies and his 
leftovers in the back and stuck a bobble-head moose on the 
dashboard next to the hula girl. The directions to the camp 
were scrawled on a napkin— 


he was going to make the best of this. 
x OK OK 
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At home, Ciro was faced not with files but with half-packed 
luggage. Joshua had been packing for both of them, eager 
to have everything ready for the trip. Nearly everything had 
been ready. 


Except Ciro. 


He sighed and got to work moving the rest of his clothes 
from the dryer to the bags. His T-shirts were wrinkled and 
the pocket flaps on the cargo shorts Joshua had bought for 
him were folded so awkwardly they were beyond rescue 
unless he ironed them. 


He didn’t bother. He didn’t take the time to change out of 
his suit. He threw his bags in the trunk and threw himself in 
the driver’s seat, loosening his tie as he backed out of the 
driveway. 


At the first stop sign, Ciro pulled out his phone and scrolled 
through old emails from Joshua until the car behind him laid 
on the horn. He dropped the phone into his lap and jerked 
the car into gear. Three stops later, he found the message 
with the address for the resort, but he was halfway down 
the on-ramp for the highway by the time he got it 
programmed into the in-dash navigation system. 


“Calculating,” the mechanical male voice droned. 


Ciro merged into traffic and checked his mirrors before 
switching to the far left lane, where he made the 
speedometer climb well past the legal limit. Joshua was 
hours ahead of him. 


There was no chance Ciro could catch up, but at least he 
could make sure Joshua wouldn’t have to be alone for long. 


If that still mattered. 
He shoved the worry aside as the car’s voice cut in again. 
“Drive for. Forty-five. Miles.” 


“Thanks,” Ciro muttered. He stepped on the gas even 
harder. 


x k OK 
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Four hours later, Ciro pulled off the only paved street in 
town and into the dirt-patch parking lot of the 
Camp'n'Lodge. What had Joshua seen in this place? 


Getting out of the car hurt. Every muscle in Ciro’s back and 
legs had taken the long drive as an invitation to settle in for 
a long winter’s nap. He groaned, twisting and stretching 
with each step toward a cabin marked as the resort’s main 
office. 


The woman behind the counter wasn’t what Ciro had 
expected. 


Instead of a salt-and-pepper-hair and a mumu, she had a 
graying ponytail and tortoiseshell glasses. She wasn’t much 
older than him, and her dirt-and-grass-streaked jeans 
reminded him of Joshua when he’d just come home from 
work. 


A smile crept over his face, the first since he and Joshua had 
argued. 


“Welcome to the Camp’n’Lodge. Can | help you?” A wedge 
of wood and metal on the desk identified her as Doris Polley, 
Manager. 


For a moment, Ciro thought she could. “Yes. | hope so.” 
Then Doris brought him crashing back to earth. “You got a 
reservation? We’re all booked up this week...” 


“Yes and no?” Ciro offered up what he hoped was a 
charming smile. “We had reservations. Well, my partner 
made them. Joshua. 


I’m sure he’s already here.” 


“You don’t know if he’s here or not?” Ciro realized that he’d 
just come out to her. Despite the small-town atmosphere of 
this place, she hadn’t even blinked. Of course, she hadn’t 
offered up a key to Joshua’s cabin either. 


Ciro tried again with the smile. “We, uh...had a bit of an 
argument this morning. About this vacation. | was an idiot. | 
need to find him.” 
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No such luck. 


Doris shook her head slowly. “| don’t know about that. We 
don’t usually have trouble around here, but | watch enough 
of those cop shows. | don’t need to be living one.” 


“Could you at least point me in the right direction? | could 
wait for him, to apologize...?” Ciro sighed and scrubbed his 
hands over his face, then gave her a pleading look. “Look, | 
know you've got no guarantee I’m not some psycho, but | 
really screwed up. There was this meeting, and it was really 
important. To me. Not in the grand scheme of things. | need 
Joshua to know he’s more important to me than that. 
Please.” Doris hummed and tapped her index finger against 
the edge of the desk. She was silent, staring at him, long 
enough that the rhythmic tapping had him nodding along to 
the beat. When she shook her head again, Ciro closed his 
eyes, knowing he’d lost. 


“Tell me the last name the reservation’s under. l'Il see what | 
can do for you.” 


Ciro’s eyes Snapped open. “Really?” A small smile curled 
Doris’s lips and she shrugged one shoulder. “I like it when 
my Saul pulls out all the stops after he’s screwed up. Maybe 
your man'll like that, too.” Finally, his day was looking up. 
Ciro gave her Joshua’s name and, in return, got a cabin 
number and directions that would get him there. 


“I’m not giving you a key, mind. He doesn’t want to let you 
in, you can sleep in your fancy BMW out there, or there’s a 
motel down the road.” Doris smiled as she pointed him 
toward the door. 


“But good luck to you. | hope you figure out how to make it 
up to him, whatever it was.” 


“Thank you.” 
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All the thanks in the world didn’t do Ciro any good when he 
got to the cabin to find it empty—empty, or Joshua’d seen 
him coming and was ignoring him. He hadn’t screwed up 
that badly, had he? 


Ciro thought back to the hurt on Joshua’s face this morning 
as he’d turned away from Ciro to finish packing. 


Maybe he’d screwed up exactly that badly. 


Ciro sat on the creaky wooden steps of the cabin and put his 
face in his hands. How the hell was he going to fix this? 


x OK OK 


The air was getting cool now. It had been hot enough in the 
afternoon that Joshua had stripped his sweaty shirt off while 
he followed a narrow path around the Camp’n’Lodge and up 
the hill behind it. After an hour sitting on a chair by the 
marina, watching families come and go, he was chilled. 


His shirt had dried in the wind, so he pulled it on and 
headed down to the water. The marina advertised ice 
creams and sodas. 


What better appetizer for a cherry pie dinner than an ice 
cream sandwich? 


“Hey there.” The kid in the little shack leaned on the 
counter and gave Joshua a wide grin. Adorable. Crazy red 
hair, burnt and freckled nose, hazel eyes. Probably too 
young for Joshua to be looking at like that. “You’re new.” 


“You know everyone around here well enough to tell who’s 
new?” Joshua pointed at the faded board with pictures of the 
ice cream treats for sale, the ice cream sandwich. 


“Been around here since | was a kid. My parents met here.” 
The kid popped open a small chest freezer and pulled out an 
ice 9 
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cream bar with Our Local Dairy printed on the side. “I’m 
Phil. 


And you are?” He slid the ice cream across the counter. 


“Joshua.” Joshua dug a dollar out of his pocket. “So, 
everyone here knows everyone?” 


“Sure thing. That’s the Dear Lake way.” Phil put the dollar in 
the register. “You a root beer or a cream soda man? Or 
Coke?” 


“Root beer,” Joshua said, before he thought about it. 


“Me, too.” Phil reached into a cooler of ice and pulled out a 
bottle. “Since you’re new here, it’s on the house. This is the 
stuff that really keeps people coming back. It’s made across 
the lake. 


Can't beat it.” He popped the cap off in an old-style bottle 
opener. 


“Just drop the bottle in the crate around the side when 
you're done.” 


“Thanks.” 


“You know, the MacKenzies have corn roasts every Friday 
when they’re here. You should show up. Mrs. Mac isn’t 
gonna turn down another mouth to feed. Look for the patio 
lanterns up by the pool when the sun goes down. And if you 
want to come fishing, hit me up tomorrow morning at six.” 
Phil pointed to a chalkboard with the times scrawled on it. 
“Can't be lonely at Dear Lake, man. 


That’s the rules.” 


“I'll keep it in mind.” Joshua unwrapped his ice cream 
sandwich and picked up his root beer. “See you tomorrow.” 


“You bet.” Phil gave him a wave on the way over to fill the 
gas tank of a fishing boat that looked two sizes too big for 
little Dear Lake. 


Joshua wandered across the lawn, looking down the row of 
tidy, mismatched cabins. They looked like they’d been built 
one at a time, as they were needed, in almost the same 
style. Almost, but not quite. It looked good. 
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Kids were laughing and yelling around the pool up by the 
main house. Close enough to be convenient, not so close 
that the sound would keep anyone from relaxing. Of course, 
that was if the beach wasn’t your thing. 


The path back to his cabin took Josh down by the water, 
past the tiny private docks and the steep, stony beaches. 


“Have a good day, dear?” The question came out of 
nowhere until Joshua located a plump older lady looking 
down from her deck. 


“Yeah, pretty good.” As good as it could be without Ciro. 


“Lovely. Welcome to Dear Lake.” She waved at him, then 
turned away. “I hear you, I’m coming,” she called to 
someone inside. “No, | don’t expect you to kill yourself 
Shelling peas, you drama queen.” 


Joshua finished his sandwich and licked his fingers, 
laughing. 


He could imagine Ciro complaining the same way. This was 
the most perfect place he could imagine for a vacation. The 
kind of place that you could come back to again and again, 
until you were old and gray. He loved Ciro, but if they 

couldn't do this kind of thing together, Joshua couldn’t be іп 


this relationship. He drained his root beer and looked at the 
empty bottle. Empty was the last thing he wanted to be. 


жж OK 


The crunch of footsteps in rocky dirt heralded Joshua’s 
arrival. 


Ciro didn’t know how long he’d been sitting here, waiting, 
but it had been long enough that his ass was numb and 
panic had given way to dread. 


Slowly, he raised his head. Joshua’s cargo pants were, as 11 
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always, loose enough that they seemed as if one deep 
breath would send them slipping down from where they’d 
caught on his sharp hip bones. They had, once, and Ciro had 
been there to take advantage of his suddenly bared body. 
Would he ever get to do that again? 


“Hello, Joshua.” Ciro stood, brushing dust from his slacks 
and taking one hesitant step toward his lover before he fell 
still. 


“Meeting got cancelled again, did it?” Joshua’s voice was 
flat. 


“Nice of you to show up.” He was swinging an empty soda 
bottle with one hand, and dug his keys out of his pocket 
with the other, baring a sliver more skin at the waistband of 
his pants. Instead of greeting Ciro, he stepped around him 
and up the steps to open the cabin door. 


Ciro turned and watched Joshua walk through the door. 
Before Joshua could close the door on him, Ciro said, “/ 


cancelled it. So | could be here with you. Because you were 
right.” 


“You think | would have been pissed off if | weren’t?” Joshua 
stopped with the door open and turned to look at Ciro. 
“When the hell do | ever get pissed off?” He shoved the door 
all the way open, angrily, and it banged shut behind him. 
“Come in, you’re ruining the view,” he called from inside. 


Ciro stopped chewing his lip and let out a slow breath. He 
had a chance. Joshua wouldn’t let him in if he didn’t have a 
chance. 


He slipped through the door and closed it with a quiet click. 
“| know. | screwed ир. А lot. But I’m here now, and I’m sorry. 
Can | make it up to you?” 


“Gonna pretend to fish in between checking your phone for 
updates?” Joshua rinsed the bottle out at the little sink and 
set it on the counter. “Or maybe you'll wait until you think 
I’m sleeping and get up to do some work. Did you think | 
was just too dumb and 12 
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too tired to notice that one, Ciro? | didn’t care—aside from 
you being tired—when | thought you’d make time for us, 
too.” 


“| left my phone in the car.” Ciro crossed the room to stand 
behind Joshua and rested his hands lightly, so lightly, on 
Joshua's hips. His thumbs brushed warm, bare skin. “I told 
Ime | wouldn’t be back until Tuesday. No phone, no email, 
nothing. Just you and me.” 


“That’s what | wanted.” Joshua leaned back into him with a 
sigh. “And you want it, too, | Know that.” He turned to face 


Ciro, carefully, so as not to displace Ciro’s hands. He looked 
sad and worn, strange expressions on his usually cheerful, 
animated face. 


“For an hour. Or two. Then we’re done fucking or the 
movie’s over or the dishes are empty, and you start 
thinking. You can’t give it up. Not for me. Not even for 
yourself. If you manage not to run for your phone, you’re 
still gone, mentally.” 


“You're right.” That was the worst part. Ciro had no defense. 


More than once, he’d interrupted a meal out by checking 
email on his phone while they waited for dessert to be 
served. “1 haven't let work go for a long time. But І want to 
do better. You deserve better.” 


“So do you.” Joshua ran his fingers through Ciro’s hair. “Too 
much gray in there to be good for you, old man. Why the 
hell are you dating a blue-collar kid like me if you’re not 
going to take my earthy, youthful advice once in a while?” 
He leaned іп to brush his lips over Ciro’s. “1 want to keep 
you around, you know.” Ciro’s heart hurt with how badly 
he’d mangled this relationship. He micromanaged every 
project at work, but when it came to loving Joshua, it took a 
disaster to get his attention. 


“I’m sorry,” he whispered, stealing another soft kiss while 
he still had the chance. “I’m trying to take your advice now. 
Will you 13 
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give me а chance to make it right?” 


“Yes.” Joshua slid both arms around his neck and pulled him 
closer. “Please don’t screw it up, Ciro,” he murmured before 


he kissed Ciro again, a real kiss this time. 


Ciro kissed him back, relief and hope trickling in to soothe 
the ache in his chest. He teased his hands under Joshua’s 
shirt, pressing them palm-flat against his back to hold him 
close. 


и | won't.” 


“How about some incentive?” Joshua pulled back enough 
that Ciro could see his face. “Until I’m convinced that you 
mean it, you're sleeping on the couch. | love you, but I’m 
still pissed, Ciro. 


A lot. The fact that you’re not getting into my pants tonight 
should tell you just how much.” 


It told him a hell of a lot. Six weeks ago, Ciro’d forgotten all 
about date night. By the time he got home, the dinner 
Joshua had cooked for him was ruined, but Joshua had still 
blown him almost before he got in the door. 


Today, over this, Ciro was on the couch. 


And he deserved it. 


жж OK 


Ciro was the one sleeping on the couch, but Joshua was 
miserable, too. Being alone in the queen-sized bed with the 
tacky avocado and gold printed cover was exactly what he’d 
been trying to avoid. Still, sleeping with Ciro would be the 
same as going home to wait for the meeting to be done— 
avoiding the issue. 


Being mature about things sucked. 


Joshua wasn’t sure whether it was the bed or complete lack 
of sexual satisfaction, but he didn’t fall asleep until some 
irritating 14 
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bird started singing about the sun coming up. He piled the 
pillows on his head and willed himself to sleep. It worked. 


The smell of coffee brought him awake some time long after 
the bird had given up and gone home. Sunlight was flooding 
in the window and Joshua stretched until his joints popped. 
Coffee. Ciro made the best coffee every morning before he 
went to... 


That bastard. Joshua rolled out of bed as quietly as possible, 
landing іп a commando-style crouch. He couldn’t hear the 
sound of a keyboard or papers, but that didn’t mean Ciro 
wasn’t sneaking in some work while he was sleeping the 
sleep of the ignorant. 


Joshua crept toward the door. He was going to dump that 
damn phone in the lake. And Ciro, too. 


Cautiously, he peered into the living area. The fold-out 
couch was still open and rumpled. Nothing there. He peeked 
farther. 


Nothing on the table by the window. Humming came from 
the kitchenette on the far side of the cabin. Joshua squinted. 
He could see Ciro moving around, through the gap between 
the counter and the hanging pots and pans. Usually Ciro’s 
computer would be on the counter, but Joshua couldn’t see 
it. 


Maybe... Joshua realized he was holding his breath against 
the disappointment that felt inevitable. He was sneaking 


around trying to catch Ciro—not so he’d be right but so he 
could man up before Ciro got a glimpse of how much it hurt 
him to come in second place again. This time, he wasn’t 
going to hide it. 


“Hey.” He made himself straighten up and walk out of the 
bedroom like a grownup. “Been up long?” No guilty 
scramble to hide a smartphone, no quick shuffle of papers 
into a briefcase. Just Ciro turning around to smile at him. 


He looked so good. Rested. 


“Not too long.” Ciro glanced behind him, then grabbed for 
15 


ALL WORK AND NO PLAY 


something on the counter and turned away again. The 
sound of metal-on-metal filled the tiny cabin as a spatula 
grated over a cast iron skillet. “Just long enough to start 
burning breakfast. | hope you don’t mind your pancakes a 
little extra crispy.” Joshua laughed and came to rescue him. 
“Why don’t you fix me a coffee?” He took the spatula and 
stole a kiss at the same time. 


One stolen kiss turned into two, then three, when Ciro 
hooked an arm around his waist and wouldn’t let him go. 
“Good morning, Joshua.” 


“It is. You have no idea how happy | am right now.” Joshua 
moved the pan off the heat and turned off the stove. He 
wasn’t hungry for breakfast. Coffee wasn’t the wake-up he 
wanted either. 


“Thank you.” 


Ciro’s smile was gentle and a little sad. “Thank you for not 
backing down about the vacation.” He kissed Joshua again, 
lips light like butterfly wings against Joshua’s. “1 love you, 
Joshua.” 


“Il love you, too.” Joshua nudged Ciro out of the kitchen. 


“While | was here alone, | realized that | rea/ly need to share 
things with you to enjoy them—and to be in this 
relationship. | can’t let that go, Ciro.” He stopped backing 
Ciro up just before they ran into the fold-out bed. “I need 
you to play with me. To be happy with me. Okay?” 


“Yes.” 


Ciro spun them around and tumbled Joshua down onto the 
lumpy mattress. No wonder he’d been up earlier than 
Joshua, if this is what he’d been sleeping on. Joshua 
wouldn't let himself feel guilty for it, though. 


“| had the whole drive up here to see how much I’ve been 
missing, Joshua.” Ciro braced himself on his elbows on 
either side of Joshua’s shoulders, looking down at him. “| 
don’t want to miss 16 
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any more. | want to share my life with you, not just those 
few moments when there’s no work to be done. That’s not 
enough. | have to make more time for you. For us.” 


“РИ make it worth your while,” Joshua offered, leaning up for 
a kiss. “In or out of bed.” 


“You already do.” There was no apology left in this kiss. Ciro 
nipped and licked his way into Joshua’s mouth. He shifted, 
and his free hand was suddenly everywhere, skimming over 


Joshua’s bare chest and the worn-thin board shorts Joshua 
had worn to bed. 


Ciro groaned in obvious disappointment when his hand 
reached the spot where Joshua’s fly should have been and 
there was none. 


But that didn’t stop him from cupping Joshua through his 
shorts and making a satisfied sound at finding him already 
hard. 


“I hate being mad at you,” Joshua mumbled, tugging at the 
drawstring of his shorts. It was true for so many reasons, 
but right now it was mostly because of the not getting laid. 
“Let’s not do that again.” 


“Let’s do this instead.” Ciro pushed past Joshua’s hands to 
slide nimble fingers beneath the shorts. There were no 
calluses to grate over sensitive skin as Ciro wrapped his 
hand around Joshua’s dick and gave it one long stroke. 


“That’s so much better,” Joshua managed to get out. “Can’t 
believe | love you enough to make you sleep on the couch.” 


“I’m glad you do. Even if the damn thing is as lumpy as 
oatmeal.” Ciro tightened his grip for one more stroke, then 
pulled his hand away and nipped at Joshua’s lower lip. “| 
think it’s time to get rid of these shorts.” 


“Only if you get rid of yours. And that damn shirt. | thought | 
told you to stop buying those old man undershirts.” Joshua 
arched and wriggled to get out of his shorts, laughing at the 
look on Ciro’s 17 
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face. 


“If | don’t wear them, my dress shirts look sloppy.” Same 
argument as always, but this time, Ciro topped it off with his 
mouth around Joshua’s freshly bared dick, which made it 
tricky to come up with a coherent response. 


“| like your dress shirts.” That wasn’t coherent at all, nor 
was it any kind of argument, but Joshua couldn’t think. He 
had his hands in Ciro’s short hair, trying not to tug, trying to 
be quiet or at least trying to say something that wasn’t dirty 
and potentially very loud. 


Ciro was all kinds of hot—hot mouth, hot body, and so hot 
all dressed up and pretty. 


Ciro hummed his agreement, sending waves of vibrations 
straight through Joshua’s dick. When he pulled off, his lips 
were rosy and wet. Joshua’s disappointment was eased by 
the wicked sparkle in Ciro’s eyes and the unspoken promise 
of something even better. 


Ciro stripped out of that god-awful undershirt—and his 
boxers—before he crawled up over Joshua to kiss him on the 
mouth. Joshua pulled him in with a hand on the back of his 
neck, kissing him back hard. 


“Tell me you brought lube,” Ciro muttered against his lips 
between one kiss and the next. 


Oh, hell. Joshua pulled back and stared at Ciro. “I think | 
packed that bag before you bailed on me. The shaving kit 
you take on trips.” 


Ciro gave Joshua’s dick a quick squeeze before he rolled 
away to dig through his luggage. “I hope you're right. 
Because as much as | love your dick in my mouth, there’s a 
whole list of things | want to do to you this weekend, and 
without lube...” 


“| don’t think they sell it at the marina,” Joshua murmured, 
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mesmerized by Ciro’s ass and thighs. He never begrudged 
Ciro time spent at the gym, because it gave him views like 
this, taut bronze skin over strong quads and a pale, firm, 
curvy ass. And Ciro’s back... Joshua didn’t waste time 
looking at men when he was working, even though he was 
surrounded by them. He only wanted to look at Ciro. 


“Got it.” Ciro stood and came back to the fold-out couch 
with the travel-sized bottle of lube in his hand. As he sat 
down, he pooled it in his palm and grinned. “Not sure it’ll be 
enough for the whole weekend, though.” 


“You're the smart one.” Joshua stretched luxuriously, 
warmed by Ciro’s eyes оп him. “You'll figure something out. 
How do you want me?” He ran his fingers over his dick and 
watched Ciro struggle to pay attention to the lube and the 
plans instead of what he was doing to himself. 


“Any way | can have you.” Ciro’s voice was low, roughened 
by the desire Joshua could see in his eyes. “Every way.” He 
trailed slick fingertips over Joshua’s hand, and farther down 
between the cheeks of his ass, never quite touching long 
enough or hard enough to be more than a tease. 


“Knees.” The word came out on a moan and it took all 
Joshua’s willpower to pull away and turn over. “It’s been too 
long.” He wrapped his arms around a pillow and rested his 
cheek on the cool cotton. Too long, they’d been too tense, 
too angry at each other when he left. Ciro wouldn’t make 
him wait now, not like this. 


The brush of Ciro’s lips across his lower back sent a shiver 
through Joshua that intensified as Ciro touched him, pushed 
in with one finger and another and finally his cock. 


“Too long,” Ciro agreed quietly. He gripped Joshua’s hips and 
moved so slowly, drawing out every sensation so it could be 
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“Definitely better being here with you.” Joshua pushed back 
into the warmth of Ciro’s solid body. The springs digging into 
his knees were punishment for making Ciro sleep here last 
night, but the pain was totally worth it to feel Ciro like this. 
“Fuck me.” Ciro didn’t hold back. Every thrust was hard and 
deep, filling Joshua up just right. They’d always fit well 
together in bed, but this was different. Joshua could feel 
Ciro’s focus on him, the way he adjusted and adapted to 
Joshua’s every little sound or shift or deep breath. 


Joshua had to bury his face in the pillow; the windows were 
open and the neighbors were close. That didn’t diminish his 
pleasure. It felt like nothing could. He was trembling with it 
and begging incomprehensibly for more, please. His hands 
were clenched so tightly his knuckles ached, too tight to let 
go and touch himself, to get the last bit of sensation it 
would take to make him come. 


The couch’s squeaks and squeals drowned out the noises 
Ciro made. He let go of Joshua’s hips, one hand settling at 
the base of Joshua’s back to force his body to bow. The 
angle shifted and Ciro’s next thrust felt like it went all the 
way through him. 


Ciro slipped his other hand around Joshua’s waist and his 
fingers trailed over the length of Joshua’s dick before 
wrapping around it and beginning to stroke in time with his 
thrusts. 


Joshua couldn’t muffle his cries in the pillow anymore, but 
coming took his voice and his breath away, leaving him with 
nothing but whimpers as pleasure rolled through him. Every 
thrust of Ciro’s dick brought another wave of orgasm. Joshua 
gulped enough air to beg Ciro to come—the only thing that 
would feel better than this was feeling Ciro let go. 
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When Ciro finally came, it was with his chest pressed 
against Joshua’s back, his arm curled across Joshua’s chest, 
and his breath hot on the back of Joshua’s neck. 


“I love you,” he whispered as his unsteady thrusts slowed. 


“Il love you, too.” Joshua slumped to the mattress with a 
moan. 


“I am so sorry | made you sleep on this thing.” He reached 
back to stroke Ciro’s hot cheek. 


Ciro kissed his palm, then turned them both on their sides, 
curled together like fallen leaves. “I’m only sorry | deserved 
it.” 


“Tonight, you sleep with me.” Joshua snuggled back against 
Ciro’s chest. “We're going to have such a good vacation, 
you won't want to go back to work. Next time, you'll be the 
one begging me to hurry up and pack.” 


“I’m looking forward to it already.” 21 
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